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a rare combination.    Kept repeating to myself four lines of

somebody's translation of Rimbaud :

I want no water of Europe but the cold,
Dark puddle a sad-hearted child squats by

And launches out towards the scented dusk
A boat as frail as a May butterfly.

I feel that this is poetry despite the words " scented dusk."

About ten o'clock the electric sign over our heads began to
function, turning our lamb into pink, newly butchered slabs.
Is there anything more romantic than a pier lit up, or more

desolating than one whose lights suddenly go out ?

June 29         A common fault with playgoers is to dislike a
Wednesday,    piece because it is not something else.   Highbrow
critics faulted that poignant anecdote. Journey's Evd,
because it was not poetic tragedy. If I republish my criticisms
I am told that they are not a history of the theatre. When I
wrote my little book on Rachel even my publishers complained
that it was a vie scandakuse and not a history of the Romantic
Movement in France.
Jock has just given me a story he has been writing, which he
calls Ms Opus 6 and is entitled Doubtful Joy.   It begins :
Life is so simple in general, so complex in particular. So
thought I at least, at the time when I first viewed Ingaret.
She was leaning ungracefully over a four-barred gate, in
one of the home counties, I forget which, and the day was
a Saturday and boisterous* There was too much of her
weight on the right foot, and the left was a shade too far
from it. ...
Of industry by Swedish cataracts ; of the remoter leaves
in Batavk; of a nebula ablaze even in an opera-glass ; of
Artemis naked. Of rare topaz pestled and mortared and
powdeted ; of the bleak cry of a|kmb; of the^odour of new
glossed paper ; of Archimedes*"* Principle, Such fantasies,
recurrent irrelevant in my head, and a million else beside,
all on account of Ingaret, and her bum and her violet eyes.